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The Forest Sunset
J. A. H.
There at evening in the forest,
When sweet nature softly breathes,
Flames the velvet, crimson sunset
Through the green and stately trees;
Leaving all the western heavens
Blended in their brilliant hue,—
Ochre, orange, red and yellow,
Gold and purple, green and blue.
Everywhere there is a stillness;
Tree and bush in shadowy sheen,
Basking in the sunset splendor,
Sparkling, glowing, in their green;
Mosses growing in the lowland,
Moist their glossy, greenish fleece;
Flowers close their tender eyelids,
Nod their heads in pensive peace.
Calmly flowing through the forest,
Winds the little woodland creek,
Rippling idly o'er the gravel,
Gliding smoothly o'er the deep;
Mirroring the tinted heavens,
Painting trees and moss and grass;
Glistening like a living picture
Silvered o'er with liquid glass.
From the green-lit twilight shadows,
'Neath the maple, elm and oak,
Subtly steal the timid night birds,
All the light-winged, feathered folk:
Flit down to the cooling brooklet
By the grassy, flowery brink;
Dip their heads into the water,
Lift their thirsty throats to drink.
Fishes, swimming 'neath the surface
Hide in crevices of stone;
Dart among the slippery pebbles,
Green with mosses overgrown;
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Glide away to deeper waters,
Frisk and frolic in their play;
Turn their scaly sides of silver
To the glow of dying day.
From the quiet in the distance,
From the woodland meadow plot,
Sounds the merry tinkle, tinkle
Of the shepherd's fleecy flock;
Echoing faintly, lightly, clearly,
On the evening, calm and still,
Through the luscious, darkling foliage,
Yonder from the cliff and hill.
Nearer draws the rhythmic tinkle,
Now upon the forest road,
Winding like a creeping serpent,
Through the leafy wood abode;
Leading 'round the fallen timbers,
O'er the stumpy, stony ridge,
To the clearing in the valley,
Toward the brook and o'er the bridge.
Soon, appearing in the open,
Glistening in the evening light,
Comes the bleating, hurrying sheep-herd,
Like a caravan of white;
Crowding down the winding pathway,
Down the rocky, trodden steep;
Keenly raise their eager nostrils,
Scent the water's cooling deep.
Tripping lightly close behind them,
Clad in blue-sheen, rustic dress,
Singing softly, dreaming idly,
Comes the winsome shepherdess:
Drives her flock down to the river;
Steps upon the bridge of stone,
Drinking in the sunset splendor,
Dreaming pensively and lone.
Looks into the polished waters,
Sees her image,—modest maid,—
Gleaming tendrils straying idly,
Gold in sunshine, bronze in shade;
Glowing cheeks with color rippling,
Tinged with nature's living hue;
Wistful eyes, sincere and tender,
Sparkling with a mystery-blue.
Turns away in meditation,
Scents the balmy evening breeze;
Sees the sun's last rays of ochre
Filtering gently through the trees;
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Drives her flocks up from the river,
O'er the rustic bridge of stone;
Guides them safely up the pathway,
Wanders lonely,—slowly,—home.
Now the twilight softly deepens,
Sadly wanes the light of day;
Shimmering shadows, gathering lightly,
Turn th'e gold to bluish gray;
Darkening haze begins to settle
'Round the leafy verdure lush;
Nature now is sweetly resting;
All is calm, and peace, and hush.
To the heart there comes a longing,
Pensive, lonely, sad, and calm;
Weary minds, in sweet oblivion,
Bathe in gloaming's restful balm;
Nature, whispering in the quiet,
Breathes her spirit on the air;
Souls, inspired, in sweet communion,
Whisper back in silent prayer.

Prayer.
J. W. KNIGHT, '15.
Prayer is the Christian's breath. He who prays not, breathes not, and he who
breathes not lives not. We are prone to look upon prayer as a mere repetition of
words. Many good people even suppose that prayer can be printed on paper, bound
in book form and carried about in the coat pocket.
As the life-giving oxygen is drawn into the lungs and there loaded into the little
red buckets which we call corpuscles, and sent bounding to the remotest finger-tips,
infusing new vigor and cleansing out the old waste, so, when the Christian prays,
the gracious ozone of heaven rushes into the soul's respiratory organs in refreshing
streams, imparting spiritual life and health and purity. Words are not prayer,
groanings are not prayer, prostration of the body is not prayer, wringing the hands
is not prayer. These forms might all he plentifully present and yet the soul go away,
empty and dissatisfied, for these are but demonstrations of the flesh, and the flesh
never prays. Such demonstrations may be caused by prayer, may be the outward
sign that prayer is taking place; and they may be an aid to prayer, for in our human
frailty we must always be having something visible, or audible, or tangible, something
which we can lay hold of with one of the physical senses; hut we must not therefore
call the physical demonstration, the spiritual reality.
Prayer is communion. The word communion signifies friendly intercourse between
two or more persons. It is not one-sided; one-sided prayer is no prayer at all; it is
like the transactions of students in a commercial school; they make out sight drafts
and time drafts, buy stocks and bonds, issue checks, sell shares, give mortgages, deal
in real estate, pay salaries and collect revenues; but the basis of all these transactions
is a lot of bogus greenbacks which can be issued at any printing office, but behind
which stands no Uncle Sam with his guarantee to redeem these greenbacks in gold
legal tender. They are worthless; they represent nothing; they bring no results; they
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might, all be destroyed or stolen and no one be any richer or poorer; but if I have a
ten dollar bill, and by some accident I get it torn to shreds so that it is not usable, I
can take it into the treasury department at Washington, lay the pieces out before
the proper official, tell him how it happened, ask him for the equivalent in gold, and
he will take the tattered shreds of paper, make a note of the destroyed bill, and
without a demur, will hand out to me a shining yellow eagle that will pass for its
face value anywhere on earth. The secret of the value of those paper shreds lies in
the fact that there is a powerful government back of them that promises to do just
such things on request. So the soul that has been rent and torn by sin; the one who
has fallen into the rough and thorny paths of life, and been pierced by the brambles
of trial and disappointment, must go to the great treasury of the skies, where he
will find a loving treasurer, ready to redeem with pure gold every note he has ever
issued. Take up your mangled shreds of character, find your way to Him, tell Him
how it all happened and ask Him for pure gold. He will not refuse the worst cases.
You may think your soul so badly torn as to be hopeless, but God will still be able to
recognize the stamp of the divine government upon it, however badly it has been
marred by sin.
Prayer is the electric current that flows between us and the Divine. Let the pole
of an uncharged Leyden jar be gradually brought near the pole of a highly charged
electric machine. For a time there will be no result; nothing unusual in appearance;
no sight, no sound till they get within a certain distance of each other, when—flash!
Something has taken place. As quick as lightning,—indeed it was lightning,—that
mysterious current has traveled the intervening space and the poles of the two
machines have had communion. The gradual approach of the two poles was not com
munion, nor was the flash of light nor the slight report which it made; these were
only the evidences that the current has passed across and that the differences of
potential have been equalized. The real current was invisible, silent and swift as the
arrows of light that dart through inconceivable lengths of space in a moment of time.
It is some such transaction as this that takes place when the soul draws near to God.
Trembling, and anxious, and fearful, we come with our burdens and our cares; nearer
and nearer draws the needy soul to the great dynamo; one by one we get rid of
earthly and sensuous and selfish thoughts, and all that would serve as a non-conductor
to the divine current is banished from us; and when the chastened soul is sufficient
ly prepared and everything out of the way, suddenly, like the electric flash, the
blessed, illuminating, life-giving, renovating, mysterious, divine Spirit leaps from Him
to us, and we come out of the closet of prayer radiant, renewed, and ready to face the
whole world and take up, with fresh zeal, the duties and responsibilities of life.
This comparison with the electric current well illustrates the purpose of impor
tunity in prayer. God has ordained it thus for our good and His glory. The Holy
Spirit is always anxiously awaiting an opportunity to come in and bless us, but we
are not always correspondingly anxious to receive Him. Consequently He shows
us our need, and then lets us wait, and strive, and struggle, and entreat, until finally
the soul is in an agony of desire which corresponds with His desire to come; and when
we feel our emptiness so intensely that we can endure it no longer, the current leaps
the gap and glorious is the moment when the believing soul becomes the receiving
soul and in a rapture of delight can cry, "Abba Father!"
. I'rayer is one of the most necessary weapons for the Christian warrior. In the
sixt chapter of the Epistle to the Ephesians, the writer calls upon the church to put
ti? e whole armor of God, and enumerates the different parts and pieces, such as
ft-vf
- °f tmth' the breast"Plate of righteousness, the sandals of peace, the sword
° * 6 fcpiiit, the helmet of hope and the shield of faith; and having run out of names
or any more equipment, he simply says "pray always." He surely left the most
important one for the last. Prayer is the strap, the belt and the buckle that binds
e res o t e armor on. If we omit it, we will soon lose the rest of the armor.
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Prayer is exclusive. This was hinted in the. analogy of the electric current. We
often feel hampered and dull when we would pray. Our naked thoughts can scarcely
find sufficient word clothing in which to present themselves before heaven's court.
The mind becomes listless and refuses to operate. Very often, other thoughts come
thronging by troops and battalions, in strange and reckless procession, driving devo
tional meditations to rout and confusion. Sudden recollection of some duty unper
formed or necessary plans unformulated that clamor for attention, almost overwhelms
us and weakens the resolve to pray; and thus the clouds go on gathering and
darkening and the temptation to yield the struggle waxes fiercer.
Oh for the sublime
faith of Jesus, that could see beyond Gethsemane's bloody sweat, and Pilate's judg
ment hall, and Calvary's cross-crowned hill, to a world redeemed from sin and a seat
at God's right hand! This is the time when we need to set our faces like a flint and
determine to fight it through to the bitter end. Here the wings of faith will be
strengthened for higher flights than we have deemed possible. The moth struggling
to extricate itself from the chrysalis will be irreparably injured if we tear away the
prison walls and let it out at once. That agonizing struggle is the very process that
gives strength and development to the creature that is soon to be born; and if we
rob it of that, thinking to help it along, those beautifully tinted gold and crimson
pinions will never be able to waft it to the first flower, but it will fall and perish at
our feet. It is even so with human character. We can never hope to soar until we
have first struggled. We must work for our wings. We must fight for our rights
before we can fly to the heights. There is nothing that will help us in this striving
for development and growth so much as earnest, persistent, burning, heart-searching
prayer; prayer for ourselves, prayer for our friends, prayer for all men, for the
church, the state, for kings and all that are in authority. To omit it is to rob our
selves of the best that God has provided; to practice it will bring to our lives the
richest fruition in the development of character, the joys of salvation and the "fullness
of Him that filleth all in all."

Book Review: The Bent Twig
By DOROTHY CANFIELD.
Sylvia Marshall's home lay just outside the limits of the western University town
of LaChance. She had come there with her parents, who had deemed it not only
economical but more compatible with their philosophy of life and standards of living
to leave the part of the city occupied by the more fashionable and worldly professors
of the University. This distinctly unconventional move on the part of the Marshalls
brought about their inevitable separation from the society of the "best families" of the
University, and in consequence their home became the rendezvous for the "grinds" of
Professor Marshall's classes, certain eccentric members of the faculty, and a few abject
and abandoned relatives. Sunday evening proved to be a fitting time for some of this
extraordinary assortment of visitors to congregate, usually in the form of a musical
quartet: Old Reinhart, the violin teacher; the misanthropic Professor Kennedy; Bauermeister; and their spiritualistic Cousin Parnelia, the children's pet detestation, whose
shabby clothes and chaotic speech the children were prevented from ridiculing only by
the pressure of their mother.
Mr. Marshall had a vivacious temperament, able to be controlled only by his
wife; Mrs. Marshall, though not at all pretty, was attractive, a tall, powerfully built
Vermont woman with a dark, shapely head heroically poised on her shoulders. She
had no servants in her home, as had the other Professor's wives, because she believed
that it was a part of every girl's education to learn how to do housework. She began
early to train Sylvia, a delicate, sensitive, imaginative girl, and Judith, a silent, con
stant, reasoning child.
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Sylvia's early years were spent like most happy childhood's, with its routine of
work interspersed by play and by the frequent visits of Aunt Victoria and her step-son,
Arnold. Mrs. Marshall-Smith, an elegant, charming young widow, was a sister of Mr.
Marshall. The visit that Aunt Victoria paid them when Sylvia was ten years old was
more peaceable than the one before. During her former stay at the Marshall home
there were periods of spirited conversation between Mr. Marshall and Aunt Victoria,
followed by long, hushed silences. Probably there was less friction on this occasion
because Aunt Victoria had taken a suite of rooms at the hotel and called each day at
the Marshall home to make a short visit and finally to take her favorite niece, Sylvia,
out in her carriage. On this day she had left Arnold to play with Judith while she
took Sylvia on a long drive through the University campus. Arnold helped Judith do some
work which her mother had commanded her to complete; then the two children hastened
off to build a house for Judith's pet rabbits. Here they unconsciously compared their
homes and the method of training employed by their parents. Judith found out to her
surprise that Aunt Victoria was not Arnold's own mother, but that his father had
married Aunt Victoria when Arnold was a small child. Living always in a suite of
rooms and being waited upon by his tutor and his mother's maid, Arnold was now a
spoiled, restless, and irritable child, who could not even dress himself.
Meanwhile, Sylvia and her aunt had wandered into the main building of the
University and the fond niece had introduced her to every person of account, one of
whom was Professor Saunders, a new man on the faculty, from Harvard College. When
the habitues of the Marshall home gathered for their Sunday evening concert and good
fellowship, Professor Saunders came with them. He occupied a seat near Aunt Victoria
and engaged in many an animated bit of conversation with the attractive widow. In a
few days, very early one morning word was brought to the Marshall home that Mrs.
Marshall-Smith had been called unexpectedly to the East and had taken Arnold with
her. Judith burst into childish expressions of wrath over the incompleteness of a cave
she and Arnold had been excavating together. Sylvia had one lasting remembrance of
her aunt, that of a beautiful figure, seductively clad in an amber-colored silk with
ruffles of rich, creamy lace falling away from her neck and wrists, and thought when
she was grown she would have one like it.
Life for the little girl moved vigorously, but uneventfully, on through several
years to come. Sylvia and Judith assumed more and more responsibility of the house
work, while Mrs. Marshall occupied her time in extracting certain fine fruits and
vegetables from the Marshall five acres. Sylvia had many a seance with the cranky
old Reinhart, for it had been decided that she was to earn her living by teaching music.
Meantime family tradition for bookishness took hold of the children and they devoured
all the volumes that came within their reach. Although during these years Sylvia was
rooted to the Marshall soil, the Marshall convictions and beliefs, silently she evolved a
character of her own, having distinct impressions, aversions, convictions and ambitions.
Mr. Marshall would have stood aghast had he known his favorite daughter detested
his favorite Emerson. Sylvia graduated from the public school at fourteen. Under
these conditions she passed from childhood into the pains, ecstasies, and responsibilities
of self-consciousness.
Subsequent to Sylvia's entrance to the University, Mrs. Marshall and her daughters
accepted an invitation to visit Aunt Victoria in one of our large cities. During this
time Sylvia obtained her first glimpse of modern civilization, in comparison with which
her manner of living and dressing became almost despicable. However, the one out
standing event of the happy time was when her father came to escort the family
ome and took his favorite daughter to the symphony concert. The young girl was
beaten down, overwhelmed and freed as through a transfiguration. Arnold, surfeited with
the life of a private boarding-school, including late hours, wine, cigarettes, and the
o er attending evils, had taken the liberty to come home for a day, and attempted to
renew his friendship with his cousins by many gallant acts of courtesy.
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To any one who is familiar with State University life, the color of Sylvia's first
two years in college will be vividly conveyed by the simple statement that she was
not invited to join a sorority. Though she was not a "jay" or a "grind" she was not
considered a proper young woman for a sorority because her parents did not belong
to the highest class of society in the University life. Proud, almost defiant, being
looked upon as coming from a queer family, Sylvia mastered her studies and at the
end of two years won a storm of merited applause from a University audience at a
public performance of gymnastics. Her modest and reserved manner of winning the
honors in a fencing bout attracted the attention of the wealthy, dapper, young Jermain
Fiske. Through the plotting of the amiable, diplomatic Mrs. Draper, the Greek
professor's wife, Sylvia and Jermain met and almost unconsciously Sylvia finds herself
ensnared into what Jermain calls "his love;" but unconsciously Sylvia's best self is
asserted and after hurling her one decollete gown into the fireplace, she escapes to the
quiet and chastity of her mother's home.
Sylvia spent three more years in college and took a Master's Degree after her B. A.
At the beginning of her Junior year, Judith entered as a Freshman and thereafter they
became close companions. During those three years, through the many-colored, shifting,
disorganized life of an immense institution of learning, Sylvia searched restlessly for
that entity—as yet nonexistent—her own soul. She had a thoroughly representative
experience of modern American education, ever gaining a vast amount of information
with very little notion of what it is all about; and with a great wonder what she is to
do with herself. Judith had one straight and narrow path in life and she entered into
nurse's training at the hospital. Sylvia began to teach music and advanced in the
knowledge and skill of her art; at the same time she read widely and thought keenly.
In Lyford, Vermont, at the beautiful home of Aunt Victoria, whither she had come
at the invitation of her aunt and with the reluctant consent of her mother, Sylvia,
vivacious, happy, keen, lived voluptuously with the other summer guests. Aunt Victoria
cherished the hope that she would be able to give her niece those things which her—
as yet—unchastened nature desired. Sylvia became keenly interested in the mind and
manners of Felix Morrison, a Professor of Esthetics, and a collector of majolica. In
many animated conversations she let her soul—trammeled and confused until now—
flow out in easy, delightful confidence and she credited herself with the felicitous
belief that she had a right to certain disapproved modern views concerning life which
she had held since her earliest young womanhood. Why should she not love a man of
like beliefs with her? Besides, Morrison had money and position in the world. These
were valuable assets to any man's character and any girl might well consider them
in her choice of a husband. Arnold, livid, apathetic, perplexed, and incapable of inter
preting the meaning of life, moved aimlessly about brooding over what he might be
even yet, if he could win Judith Marshall's love.
Molly Summerville, Morrison's fiancee, in eager eiforts to entertain and absorb
Sylvia's attention, when motoring through the hills one day, ran into a forest fire and
afterward used her car to convey the tired fire-fighters back to the town. Sylvia very
graciously consented to walk back, and Molly thoughtfully proposed that Austin Page,
a beloved cousin, should escort Sylvia home through the various difficulties, perils, and
beauties of the mountain road. He appeared) then to be only a rustic New Englander
wedded to an estate handed down from former generations. His calls at Mrs. MarshallSmith's home prove him to be a college man, retiring, thoughtful, and far-sighted, the
owner of a Colorado coal mine, with forestry as an avocation. His was a nature not
to be penetrated quickly.
At the end of the summer, Aunt Victoria, whose custom it was to pass the winter
in Paris, took her niece with her. They were delighted to find themselves accompanied
by Austin Page. Captivated by the life of the one city of greatest interest to her in
all Europe, Sylvia flitted about as free and as light as the perfumed air that she
breathed, delighted in the opportunity to gratify her every desire to enjoy life with
Austin Page, and also Felix Morrison, who had returned to Paris for the winter, having
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buried his young wife a few weeks before. Austin Page, interested and charmed with
the soul of the girl underneath the fascinating exterior, soon asked her to marry him.
Here the bend of the twig asserted itself. Sylvia, who had become enamoured of the
luxuries and refinements of life, felt self-convicted of desiring to marry this man for
his money. She was honest enough to tell him she loved him for himself. Austin Page,
whose admiration this noble frankness could only increase, implored her to come to him
or write to him at any moment as soon as she had made her final decision. Later he
left Paris on a business trip to his mines. He left behind him a perplexed but interested
admirer in Sylvia, whose spirit loved the noble and the good in life and who had
always trusted that she might be able to choose it when the opportunity presented
itself. She wandered now, being free again, from gallery to gallery in Paris with
Felix Morrison. Unexpectedly she met Professor Saunders, now a ragged, dingy old
man, in the Pantheon, who gave her an unfavorable criticism of the character of her
beloved aunt. Hitherto Aunt Victoria had been Sylvia's ideal of grace and woman
liness, and it hurt her to be told that her aunt was the incarnation of selfishness, that
she had ruined the character of Arnold, of Felix Morrison, of many other young men;
and that she would probably ruin Sylvia's also.
Soon Mrs. Marshall-Smith and her guests left for Italy. Upon arriving at Naples,
Sylvia received the news of the illness of her mother. Here the training of her earlier
years enabled her by most heroic effort to get passage in the steerage of a ship sailing
to New York. The proud, selfish Aunt Victoria was left to enjoy Morrison and Italy.
When Sylvia reached America she found her home lonely, for her mother had died
the week before. The twig having been bent when young, Sylvia assumed the respon
sibility of the house and the care of her father, who, bruised and lonely over the death
of his companion, sat listless and perplexed over his wife's whereabouts. Belief in his
pet theory, the mortality of the soul, afforded him no beam of hope now. Judith, who
had been faithful in the performance of every duty as nurse to her mother, returned to
the hospital leaving with her sister the confidence that she had been compelled to
reject Arnold's love because he was not fit to become the husband of a worthy woman.
Months passed and Sylvia again visited her aunt at Lydford. Austin Page, having sold
his mines and used his money for the benefit of oppressed humanity, lived on his
estate in the Green Mountains. He had become a poor man. In all her grief, Sylvia's
nature longed for the comfort that only an unselfish and noble nature like Austin's
could give; and now she remembered that one time in Paris Austin had told her
to tell him her answer when she had thought about it well. Sorrow had done its work
and had chastened her soul. Tripping along, picking her way as she went over the
hills,-to Austin's estate, she spied him in the sheep pasture. He hurried to meet
her-and received her in his arms.
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Another term of school has come and gone. The work was hard, the exams one
horrible nightmare after another; but the vacation of two days worked wonders on
tired, sleepy, brain-befuddled students. We are sure we all forgave the professors
for giving those brain-racking exams, after they generously granted that much-needed
vacation. Never did cold, blustery March seem so gentle and mild as on those few days
of recess from study. Old Sol outdid himself in flooding the campus and nearby
woods with his rich, bright warmth. The call of nature seized us all and we were
powerless in its grasp. Picnic parties, weeny-fries and marshmallow-roasts followed
in rapid succession and students and faculty forgot their cares and worries as the
first feeling of spring called them out to nature.
The vacation is over, though the memory lingers; so, let us buckle down to real
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hard work once more. We are on the home-stretch. Only twelve short weeks of
school between us and our record. And we can make this record what we will.
No doubt some will let the spring fever rob them of an honorable score. Some will
let tennis and parties stand between them and real success in class attainments.
Some will push on, spurred by ambition, and the thought that there is a great needy
world waiting for successful, earnest young men and women. Which will be your
choice ?

A Fight for the Methodist Faith Against the
New Theology.
In the Course of Study for Methodist preachers in the 1916 Discipline appears a
number of books antagonistic to Methodist doctrine and standard of faith. There
has been a great stir over this attempt to flood Methodism with Rationalism, and the
annual conferences have been taking up the fight.
We quote from the "Eastern
Methodist." Dr. Munhall, editor:
HURRAH! FOR THE NEW JERSEY CONFERENCE!
As 1 have before explained to our readers, the New Brunswick District Ministerial
Association of the New Jersey Conference requested Rev. Harold Paul Sloan, pastor
of our First Church, Red Bank, to prepare a review of the books in the new course of
study. This he did with great carefulness, and in a very comprehensive and able
manner, and his work was adopted by a unanimous vote of the meeting and ordered
printed and circulated. I have made free use of the same in three of the articles I
have written on the subject, as I do again in No. 6, of this issue.
Last Friday, at Atlantic City, a copy of the pamphlet containing the report as
adopted by the New Brunswick Meeting, was placed in the hands of each member of the
Conference, and Brother Sloan moved its adoption. He presented his case in a
signally masterful manner. His argument was irrefutable. He dwelt especially upon
the un-Methodistic and anti-biblical deliverances in Professor Borden P. Brown's book
in the third year of the course.
Prof. George W. Ridout, of Taylor University, supported the motion with a ringing
speech. He said: 1. The course of study is un-Methodistic because John Wesley's
sermons are ruled out and Clarke's new theology substituted. 2. It is unconstitutional
because opposed to Restrictive Rule No. 1, which declares that "The General Confer
ence shall not revoke, alter nor change our Articles of Religion, nor establish any new
standards or rules of doctrine contrary to our present existing and established standards
of doctrine." 3. It is rationalistic and revolutionary, committing the Methodist Church
to the theology of the University of Chicago, Union Theological Seminary of New
York, and the Religious Educational Society. According to Prof. Forsythe it reduces
Methodism to an "emulsion of sympathetic mysticism, intuitional belief and benevolent
action, and denudes it of apostolic and evangelical substance." It takes the deity out
of Christ, inspiration out of revelation, blood out of atonement, virus out of sin, fire
out of hell, location out of heaven, origination out of creation, and the supernatural
out of religion.
It is a mosaic without Moses;
A theology without, Wesley;
A Christ without Deity;
A creed without apostolic dogma, and
A faith without Divinity.
After answering a number of questions, by which Brother Sloan very skilfully
and effectively put the questioners out of commission, he summed up his case, and
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when the vote was taken the motion prevailed, with not more than seven votes against
it. It was a great victory for Methodism and the truth.
In order to make the action taken effective the following resolutions were adopted
without opposition:
First—That a committee of three be appointed to present the position of the
Conference to the Board of Bishops.
Second—That the Qualification Committee, in recommending candidates for ad
mission on probation shall report as to their acceptance of the Articles of Religion,
and particularly as to their acceptance of the five articles of religion now in
controversy in the theological world, namely:
II. The Deity of Christ.
V. The authority of the Bible.
VII. Original sin.
IX. Justification by faith.
XX. The vicariousness of Christ's death.
Now, then, let our Conferences here and hereabouts follow the splendid example
set them by the New Jersey brethren, that those who are responsible for this dis
graceful and revolutionary business may understand that the Methodist Episcopal
Church will not sell its birthright for a mess of pottage.
L. W. M.
BISHOP WILLIAM TAYLOR.
Methodism has produced some mighty men, but among her evangelists and
missionaries she never produced a greater and more apostolic man than William Taylor,
Bishop of Africa. He girdled the world for Jesus Christ and carried the gospel to the
dark regions of South America, of India, and of Africa; and he evangelized in the
United States, Canada, England, Ireland, and Australia. He knew no rest, until he
reached his heavenly rest; his life burned itself out in an evangelistic and missionary
passion.
Bishop Taylor was not a college man, nor did he graduate from a theological
seminary. His theology he beat out upon the anvil of experience. His homiletics
he learned in the school house, the back woods, the camp meetings, in street preaching
as well as in great churches. He was not an orator, like Simpson or Durbin, or
Summerfield; but when he opened his mouth everybody listened, because he spake
the word of God in purity, in simplicity, and with marvelous power.
When William Taylor came around, people felt that a prophet of God had come
in their midst. He was a man of the most potent personality. He had great visions,
but he was eminently practical. He dreamed, but his dreams came true. He was a
ready writer, and his books are filled with things which thrill, instruct, inform and
inspire. The natives of Africa called him the "Flaming Torch." One of his greatest
friends was H. M. Stanley, the distinguished explorer.
William Taylor thought in continents. He was a kingly man, unselfish, unceasingly
active, humble, and deeply spiritual. He knew God. He testified once that he had
walked for over fifty years, without a break, with God. He blazed the way for the
triumphs of Methodist missions throughout the world. He inspired men; some of the
greatest missionaries of our church got their inspiration from him. Bishop Thoburn,
of India, was one of his men.
Taylor University is fortunate in bearing such a name as "Taylor" called after
this wonderful man of God. Dr. Mooney told us that Bishop Taylor was closely
identified with Taylor when she first started at Upland, and there is a tradition that
he prayed for Taylor University three times a day. 0 that the mantle of Bishop
Taylor might fall on many a student of our school! O for his fiery zeal! 0 for
his whole-souled devotion! O for his fidelity to duty, and for his wonderful faith and
trust in the Mighty God!
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' Bishop Taylor's birthday occurs May 2nd, and we shall hold special exercises in
his memory. I close this brief sketch with the following, from Dr. Munhall:
One year when I was conducting the Seaside Bible Conference at Asbury Park,
N. J., the late Bishop William Taylor was one of my teachers. I said to him one
Sunday morning. "If you will take a few minutes at the service in Educational Hail
and tell us about your self-supporting mission work in Africa, I think I can raise you
money enough to start one." He said: "All right, I'll do the best I can." He succeeded
so well in acquainting the audience with his undertakings in the Dark Continent that
l got him $965, with which he founded a mission in the Congo country, buying 38
acres, on which was a spring and a banana grove, and built a two-story house,
wnne conducting an evangelistic campaign in Portland, Oregon, I received a letter
Irom tne superintendent of the mission, in which he stated that they had 38 children
in the house, but there was no roof on it, and the rainy season was coming on, and
asking if I could not help them. 1 read the letter to my audience that night, and a
Jewess came to me at the close of the meeting and said: "I'd like to help put a roof
on that nouse, but I have no money," and, taking a diamond ring from a finger, she gave
me tnat. And that put the roof on the mission house, ihe Bishop gave the mission
my name; but after his death some one changed the name. It is the only one of all
such missions he established that is still living.
Through the efforts of Dr. Ridout another oratorical contest will be offered to the
students of Taylor University. Taylor was named after Bishop William Taylor, the
great missionary to Africa, and for the last few years we have been observing his
birthday, May 2. It is the plan of Dr. Ridout to have the day celebrated this year by
an oratorical contest on the life, character and works of Bishop Taylor. To lend
inspiration to the young orators a prize of $25.00 will be offered, the money to be
divided into three parts. Already seven students have announced their intention of
entering, thus assuring us of a good contest. The contest will probably be held
in the afternoon of May 2, Bishop Taylor's birthday.
The Spring Bible Conference, which has become an annual affair at Taylor
University, will be in session again this year. The conference has proved very helpful
in the past to the students, the faculty and to all visitors who attend it.
Last year the work was in charge of Dr. Mantle and proved to be a wonderful
stimulus to those who were converted in the winter revival. This year Rev. John
Owen will have charge of the conference and we are looking forward to a week of help
and uplift. Arrange to be present during that session from
to

REMINISCENCES OF SOME RECENT CHAPEL TALKS.
Every great revival of religion, where people are finding God and the spiritual
fade runs high, is followed by a period of relaxation and calm, when those who were
converted find it extremely difficult to keep their experience. The contrast of the
inspiration and fire of the meetings with the quiet, peaceful spirit of every day life
is so great that many new-born souls lose their enthusiasm. It is not because they
wish to go back into the life of sin again, but that through neglect and lack of in
spiration and zeal they let themselves gradually sink back into the same ruts from
which they were digged. Young man, young woman, if you have recently taken a
otand for God, be courageous and stay by your decision. In the exercise of obedience
to God and of your will-power you will develop moral fiber that will enable you to
weather every storm of life. The soul that gives up the fight, that ceases to struggle,
that is content to take the way of least resistance, that is looking for the soft places
in the spiritual life will become a moral weakling, incapable of standing the fierce
wear and tear of temptation and of worldliness ami sin that besets the Christian.
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The men who have accomplished things in the world have been those who
determined on a certain course in life and then set themselves to the task of carrying
it through to the end. The discipline that they receive from exercising their will
power gives them an asset in life that is invaluable. The strength and confidence they
acquire by doing the hard and seemingly impossible things makes it possible for them
to be conquerors over every situation and experience. The moral training and force
received in carrying out a great program in life results in the greatest achievement
of man, that of conquering,—the ability to say to himself: do this or that, and
then with the power of the will to do it."
When you start out to be a Christian it takes all the strength, courage, and fiber
that you possess put into operation, to make you successful in your undertaking. The
man who thinks all is finished when he has repented, shed a few tears and accepted
Christ, is sadly mistaken. It will take all the manhood, and all the determination a
man has to live a victorious Christian life. If you are a quitter, a backboneless sort
of creature, you will be a failure in your every undertaking unless you pull yourself
together, and do it quickly. If you are a stayer, with a backbone like a crowbar and
a grip like a bulldog, you will be successful in your every undertaking, religious or
business. In what class do you belong? If you are in the wrong class change and
do it now ?

Observations
A diplomat is a man who remembers a
lady's birthday, but forgets her age.

Pride often builds the nest in which pov
erty hatches out its sorrows.

Laugh and your pa laughs
cry and you cry with ma.

with you;

Conscience is like a sun dial: when Truth
shines on it, it points the right way.

An athlete is usually a dignified bunch of
muscles, unable to split wood or sift ashes.

With many, conscience is the fear of
being found out.
Of ali the troubles, great or small, the
greatest are those that don't happen at all.

A policeman is never a present help in
time of trouble.
It may be all right to wear laurels on
your brow, but take care you don't browse
on your laurels.
Cheerfulness is what greases the axles of
the world.
Put your thanksgiving into the present
tense. It's a sure cure for grumbling.
Joy is the by-product of obedience.
A man who lives right and is right has
more power in his silence than another has
by his words.
You make a fool of yourself when you
put on airs, for people can see through
air(s), however thick.
Darkness can't put out the lamp; all it
can do is to make it shine brighter.

No Christian need have a Gethsemane
without a comforting angel.
Apply yourself wholly to the Scriptures
and the Scriptures wholly to yourself.
The highest bidder for the crown of
glory is the lowliest bearer of the cross
of self-denial.
Live as if Christ died yesterday, rose this
morning and was coming back tomorrow.
Miss S.-—"O, don't talk about 'sparking,'
it sounds too cheap."
Waiter—"What do you like then, spoon
ing?"
Miss S.—"No, the real thing!"
A conceited man is like a man up in a
balloon; everybody looks small to him and
he looks small to everyone else.
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Organizations
THE BRASHER MEETINGS.
The first week in March saw the opening
of a series of meetings which proved one
of the greatest blessings that our school
has ever had. Rev. J. L. Brasher was with
us for two weeks and preached some pow
erful and soul-stirring messages. At the
outset it seemed as if no amount of pray
ing would give the victory desired. Slowly,
however, the obstacles were removed and
the meeting swung out into good old-fash
ioned lines. After Rev. Brasher left on
Sunday it was thought well to continue for
a few days and Prof. Westlake was asked
to take charge. On Monday evening a large
crowd assembled. Preaching seemed not
the order of service, for after a testimony
meeting the altar call was made and many
went forward for prayer. We were sorry
that Rev. Brasher could not have stayed a
few days longer and have seen the results
that came as an aftermath of his earnest
efforts. We could not report all the details
of the meeting so we give some gleanings
from Dr. Brasher's sermons.
No one ever comes to me and asks wheth
er it is wrong to go to prayer-meeting, to
pray in secret, or to testify.
The body never can sin. It is the victim
of the sinner on the inside and must obey
him.
You can be as straight as a Pharisee and
go straight to hell.

You can't say: Glory to God, I don't like
sanctification. It won't work.
You cannot grow carnality out of your
heart any more than you can grow weeds
out of your garden, or change the quality
of water in the well by painting the pumphandle green.
You can't eat the Lord's bread with the
devil's goats.
You fellows with faces like leather, don't
smile,—for they might break.
The policeman and I are working on the
same job. He works at one end, I work at
the other. He suppresses sin, I try to ex
press it.
You can live such a holy life that people
will be converted reading the epitaph on
your tombstone.
The home has become the place in which
to change clothes and lunch occasionally.
Young man, there is nothing any more
sacred than your courtship.
God save us from corraling all the holi
ness people into one ecclesiastic body!
In our churches there are too
spiritual babies with grey hair.

many

Babies need a good spanking occasionally.
So do spiritual babies.
Don't let anyone spoil your personality.
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Don't get a step-ladder and a fog-horn
to announce your testimony. Be Christian.
Holiness has never been very popular.
SOCIETIES.
The last six weeks have found the socie
ties somewhat inactive, due to the revival
meetings that have been in progress of
late. For this reason we have no society
write-ups in this issue, hut with the new
term and its many duties we will find
plenty of society news.
TAYLOR IMPROVEMENT ASSOCIATION
The Improvement Association met in
regular session Monday night, February 26.
Very definite action was taken in regard
to the condition of the streets. Mr. Jensen
and Mr. Bench were appointed to meet the
village council Monday night, March 5,
and make arrangements for a betterment of
conditions. People can rest assured that in
the near future we will have something
better than the clay which "sticketh closer
than a brother." Plans were made for a
reorganization of the fire department and
a general clean-up of streets and alleys as
soon as weather conditions will permit.
EDWIN D. BENCH,
Vice President.
THE EUREKA DEBATING CLUB
AGAIN CHAMPIONS
The Eureka Debating Club has just
closed a very successful term in debating.
The legislative sessions were good in that
they developed the parliamentary side of
debating, which will be helpful in our fu
ture experiences. It is not our intention
to live in the past, moreover we have taken
a step for the future by having a big pro
gram outlined for this coming term. We
have just arranged to have a series of three
inter-club debates with the Soangetaha
Club and in order to make this a success
we need the hearty co-operation of every
Eurekan. The officers this term are an
efficient group of workers and we as a
club need to stand with them. Mr. Ira
Roberts has been chosen president and with
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Mr. Roberts as our leader we hope to end
this term with the assurance that this has
been the most successful year of the Eureka
Debating Club.
We would not fail to mention that we
are again champions, having won the InterClub Debate for the winter term. Mr.
Schneider and Mr. Harvey Brown very ably
represented our club and obtained the unan
imous decision on the negative side of the
"Recall of Judicial Decisions by the Peo
ple," question.
We regret very much the leaving of our
ranks of the Messrs. Schneider, Mulkin,
Face, Goyne and Sigworth. We wish them
well and trust that our association in the
Eureka Debating Club has been a source of
inspiration and pleasure.
FRESHMAN CLASS PARTY.
Because of the gigantic proportions of
the Freshman class it had long been
the feeling of many of its members
that some sort of a "get-together-andbecome-acquainted" time should be sought,
especially for the benefit of the more timid
and bashful ones. Accordingly, on Satur
day evening, March 31, despite the threat
ening rain, about fifty "freshies" and visi
tors assembled in the gymnasium for a gen
eral good time.
Promptly at seven-thirty the class began
to arrive, and from the very start a socia
ble atmosphere pervaded the room. Every
one was apparently in good spirits and an
ticipating a delightful evening. The gym
was decorated in fine style. The countless
variety of pennants, representing practi
cally every college and university, and
many high schools, in the country, almost
entirely encircled the hall. The large Ameri
can flag was artistically draped from the
center of the ceiling, and under the flag
a large rug, a table and several jars of flow
ers transformed the empty and cheerless
chamber of P. T. into a cheery, comfortable
reception hall, rivaling in artistic beauty
the banquet hall of the Waldorf-Astoria.
After a series of enjoyable and interest
ing games, in which all participated with
much pleasure, including our esteemed
Professor Munro, whom we have all come
to know and to love, and who very ad-

18

TAYLOR UNIVERSITY ECHO

mirably performed the strenuous (?) du
ties of chaperon, a very fine assortment of
refreshments, including ice cream, cake and
"punch", was served by the much-to-becongratulated "Eats Committee."
The
supply was seemingly inexhaustible, as af
ter several servings, Mr. Lee still made
repeated attempts to inflict his "punch" on
the innocent imbibers.
About ten o'clock the party dispersed,
all agreeing that a most pleasant evening
had been spent.
Reporter, DON COOK.
"AND THE NIGHT SHALL BE FILLED
WITH MUSIC."
The audience at Shreiner Auditorium on
March 22, enjoyed the rare opportunity
of hearing a great artist, A. Verne Westlake, director of the Taylor Conservatory.
He was assisted by Miss Cozette Beard,
violinist, and Mr. Barton Pogue, reader.
The program opened with the Cadman
"Sonata in A Major" by Mr. Westlake. He
gave a true interpretation of this wild and
forceful music, depicting the free life of
the native American. The wonderful tech
nique of the artist was forgotten in the ar
tistic execution of his numbers. He played,
besides three Chopin selections, three of his
own compositions: "Melody in A Major,"
"Melody in E Flat Major" and "Enchant
ment."
These compositions showed him
to be a composer of great merit. The Liszt
"Etude in D Flat" carried the audience to
realms beyond. Words cannot describe the
grandeur of it, for only the emotions of
the human soul can rise to such sublime
heights.
Miss Beard played with wonderful skill
and ease, the Bruch "Concerto in G Minor."
Her technique is marvelous. For one of her
years she shows a remarkable ability to
interpret the thought of the composer. The
Kreisler "Caprice Viennois" brought to her
audience visions of exquisite delight.
Mr. Pogue was at his best in Dickens'
"Christmas Carol." The humor, the beauty,
the pathos and the dramatic element were
equally well portrayed by him. With al
ways the true tone of voice, the suggestive
look, and the fitting gesture, he held his

audience in rapt interest to the very end.
In his representation of "The Last Leaf",
by O. Henry, Mr. Pogue showed himself to
be a master of the art of serious reading.
The "Musical Career" of New York City
prints the following:
Taylor University Recital.
A program of more than passing inter
est, and one, as well, of extraordinary merit,
was rendered at Shreiner Auditorium, on
the evening of March 22. The occasion
held added interest to the musically appre
ciative, throughout a wide area, in view of
the prominent part of the program carried
by the Director of the Conservatory, A.
Verne Westlake, whose appearance in re
cital has for the past several months been
eagerly anticipated. The program was an
nounced to be given by the Conservatory
faculty, representing the departments of
piano, violin, and expression. These, in the
order given, were represented by Mr. Westlake, Miss Cozette Rosalind Beard and
Barton R. Pogue. Mr. Westlake interpreted
with excellent composure and authority,
evidencing a sure technique, and a tone of
rare beauty and strength. His rendition of
the Cadman Sonata in A Major (heard here
for the first time), The Liszt Etude in D
Flat and the Chopin B Minor Scherzo were
particularly delightful. Three of his own
compositions, Melody in A Major, Melody
in E Flat and Enchantment, constrained
the rapt attention of the large audience
and elicited a veritable storm of applause.
The keen appetite of the audience was
seemingly hard to satisfy and was scarcely
appeased with the liberal supply of encores
given in response to the insistent clamor for
more. Mr. Pogue gave splendid interpreta
tions of selections from the works of Dick
ens, Henry and Riley, and easily upheld his
reputation as an effective reader. His im
personations were excellent and won for
him the unstinted praise of all. Little Miss
Beard, the fifteen-year-old
violinist, made a
decidedly favorable impression on the au
dience by her rendition of the Bruch G
Minor Concerto and Kreisler's Caprice
Viennois, and for an encore gave D'Ambrosio's Canzanetta. She was ably sup
ported at the piano by her sister, Miss
Sylvia May Beard.
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EULOGONIAN
The congressional session of the Eulogonian Debating Club which met February 24
was perhaps the most tensely exciting of
the whole congress.
The first ten minutes of the session was
spent by the senators in idly roaming
through the rooms, examining the books
and papers. This breach of decorum was
undoubtedly due to the fact that their regu
lar senate chamber chances to be the Uni
versity Library.
The president finally called the body to ol
der and the regular routine of business was
observed. After this the senators convened
in regular session. Senator Skow of Michi
gan was called to present his bill. He
responded by reading the bill and then
calmly sitting down. The senate was visi
bly in a state of unrest at this unusual or
der of procedure. President Birmingham
tried to prevail on the honorable Michigan
man to defend his bill, which said gentle
man steadfastly refused to do, with a plea
that he had forgotten what he had pre
pared to say with regard to it.
This brought the keen, shrewd senator
Hanson immediately to his feet with a de
mand that Senator Skow defend his bill, or
some action be taken against him.
At this point the tension was tense. The
spectators in the gallery, consisting of Neff,
Gibbs and Phillips, were leaning over to
catch every word.
A motion for impeaching Skow was made
and carried. The president at once ap
pointed Senators Hanson and Pickett as
prosecutors for the impeachment, and gave
Skow the privilege of choosing the defend
ers. He very deliberately chose Senators
McCutcheon and Rose, and retired with
them behind one of the bookcases for con
sultation.
In a few minutes Skow was lead before
the bar by the sergeant-at-arms. He ap
peared as cool and dignified as only a sena
tor can be.
The charge was then brought by Senator
Hanson as follows:
"We deem it necessary to impeach Sena
tor Skow for three reasons: First, for
rendering inefficient service as a senator;
second, for waste of time; third, because he
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is very illogical. He is trying to produce
an effect without a cause. "The prosecutors
then proceeded to question the defendant.
Hanson—Why did you bring this bill
without a cause ?
Skow (hesitatingly)—I did it out of
courtesy to Mr. Barnett—to read this here
little paper—and lots of times when a fel
low gets up to talk his tongue gets
twisted—that was why I couldn't say any
thing.
Hanson—Is this your first
attack of
tongue-twist ?
Skow—Er—I only used tongue-twist as a
figure of speech.
Hanson—Had you any suspicion that
your tongue might be affected ?
Skow—No, I had no idea it would be.
Hanson—Then you admit this is a recent
affliction, and by admitting it you prove
yourself inefficient.
Pickett—Mr. Skow, was this speech pre
pared ?
Skow—Yes, sir!
Pickett—When did you do this prepara
tion ?
Skow—A week ago today, about three
o'clock.
Hanson—Are you usually so forgetful ?
Skow—No, you see I just read an article
on this here and didn't pay any attention
to what I was reading.
Hanson—Do you usually not pay atten
tion to your work? You must realize that
you hold a weighty position which demands
time and work.
Skow—Well—er—I didn't have time.
Hanson—How many times did you read
that article ?
Skow—Once.
Hanson—What was the article ?
Skow—Er—well—er—I—
Hanson—Who was the author of it?
Skow—Why—er—I just don't remem
ber.
Hanson—How much time did you put
on it?
Skow—One hour and a half.
Hanson—To spend that much time on an
article without being able to give a logical
account of the fact proves you are illog
ical.
Skow—Well, you see I wasn't just sure
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of the facts, and I didn't want to bring it up
for fear I would lose the debate.
Hanson—And that proves you are more
willing to lose perfectly good time in the
senate than to present your case because
of selfish fear of losing it.
At this point the defenders put some
questions.
Rose—Senator Show, did the conversa
tion with the lady in the hall just before
coming in have any effect upon you ?
Skow—Y-e-s.
Rose— Gentlemen, that answers for his
slip of tongue.
McCutcheon—Do you usually have a
good memory?
Skow—Yes, a fairly good one. •
McCutcheon—Are you willing to be ques
tioned concerning your morality?
Skow—Yes, sir!
McCutcheon—Gentlemen, a man willing
to be thus judged does not waste time and
is not an illogical man.
Pickett again questions—How often does
this experience in the hall occur?
Skow—I talk often to her.
Pickett—Are you not afraid of this thing
if you pursue it ? Will it not, like the liq
uor habit, in the end make you inefficient?
Hanson (with much determination and
force)—Gentlemen, this night proves his in
efficiency! A man who can spend one hour
and a half on an article and then cannot say
one word about it, is inefficient! If this lit
tle episode in the hall could render him so
inadequate for service, I say let's get rid of
him! He says he has a "fairly good mem
ory." Well, if that is his judgment, then
his judgment is weak—another reason why
he should be put out. Furthermore, he has
proved himself absolutely selfish by being
afraid to debate his question for fear of
losing his own honor.
Rose—Hear me, men! I contend this
man is most honorable and loyal. You will
remember that he quitted his lady friend
in the hall and came into this senate cham
ber promptly. This "slip of tongue"
answers all other charges. His morality is
above reproach.
Hanson—Morality is not the question;
it is efficiency. What is the use of his be
ing here if he can do nothing ?
McCutcheon—Gentlemen, you have heard
the charges; how they have tried to degrade

and lower the standards of a man by accus
ing him of wasting time when we all know
he is as capable as any senator here. He
has always shown courtesy—
Hanson—We are not trying to lower the
standards of any man, but we are trying to
raise the standard of the U. S. senate by
putting in efficient men.
With this, the thrilling debate closed and
ballots were cast for impeachment, result
ing in ten yeas and two nays. Accordingly,
the honorable Mr. Skow was forced to re
tire.
We were astonished, however, that so few
votes were cast, as we had learned before
the session opened that the active Eulogonians numbered forty-five and that action
was being taken to place some of the older
members on the honorary list so as to give
place for more who were clamoring for ad
mission. The situation was somewhat ludi
crous. Where were the missing Eulogonians.
In all sincerity, we feel we must speak a
word of commendation for the dignity and
perfect order that reigned during the whole
session of the Eulogonian Club. Even as
we sat listening to this very unusual and
excruciating procedure, we could not but
feel what a powerful factor this club is
in the training of its members and the
building of character.
Press on, Eulogonians. You have our
sincerest wishes for success.
LENNA MAE NEFF, Reporter.
KOLONIAL KLUB KLIPPINGS.
Since the report of the Kolonial Klub
has not appeared as regularly in the Echo
as the subscribers of that magazine demand,
perhaps they think that we, the big eaters
of the campus, have fallen into a stupid
trance of idleness. This we admit has par
tially caused our delinquency along scrib
bling lines, and we feel we must state our
position. Stevenson says, "Idleness, socalled, which does not consist in doing noth
ing, but in doing a great deal not recognized
in the dogmatic formularies of the ruling
class, has as good a right to state its posi
tion as industry itself." We fully agree
with Stevenson and his theory. We feel
that testing a chicken stew or a shrimp
salad, if it brings joy to us, is of as much
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value along educational lines, as it would
be to go off into a flight of oratory before
a multitude of people.
The other morning after Henry Schlarb
and three other fellows had eaten three
pounds of calves' brains Henry said, "Fel
lows, we are the brainiest gentlemen on the
campus." We know why Henry can't run
his Saxon.
Puterbaugh was heard to make the fol
lowing remark after our last vacation: "If
this vacation was given for the express
purpose of recuperation of the intellect, it
has been a complete failure; but if it was
given for the purpose of forming more in
timate friendships, it has been a howling
success."
We wish the public to know that the hon
orable Robert H. Williams, a fellow mem
ber, realizing by his personal experiences
the high cost of living for the married man,
has offered special rates in piano tuning
for the next month.
Rev. Norvelle, of Kentucky, has recently
formed a very affectionate and warm friend
ship with the Spaniard, Joe Arbona. The
club does not know his motives in doing
this. Some think "Red" has found in Joe
the embers of friendship, which if kindled,
will never die. Others think that probably
because Joe is a Spaniard, Norvelle is figur
ing on joining the Cuban army and fighting
against the sauer-kraut eaters.
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The club as a whole, has noticed here of
late that no matter what subject we talk
about, Henry Schlarb tries to drift the con
versation into the realm of matrimony.
Probably this peculiarity can be illumina
ted by the fact that the Saxon is seen
hitched to a post at the half-way house.
Roland Pickett, after six years of spe
cializing in physical culture, has entered
Taylor this term and is majoring in P. T.
One of his pet theories is that deep breath
ing without expanding the lungs is very
hard on those organisms holding the air,
which would otherwise be used in tearing
down food particles.
Mr. N. E. Hanson, on seeing a crowd of
boys playing marbles, said, "Fellows, do
you know I envy you boys; if it were not
for my physical disabilities I would like to
wear short trousers and join in with you."
We feel sorry for N. E.
One of our members, Roy Michel, has in
vested in one of the by-products of the
Ford Car Co. Ford needs the money and
Roy the experience. Within twelve hours
after his purchase he had trouble with the
engine and the two rear tires.
Spuddy Parker has just returned from
dear Ohio. He says that the crops are do
ing fine and that on one farm they were
harvesting their first crop of new potatoes.
Are the Indiana potatoes planted yet ? See
Spuds.
THE REPORTER.

Locals
"Jack" McClellen paid a short visit to
Professor and Mrs. Peavy the first of
March. "Jack" has been having an extend
ed trip west since he left school
last spring. At the present time he is em
ployed at Elkhart, Indiana, but he is hop
ing that he will be able to make such ar
rangements about his work as to be in
school in the spring term.
Later—Jack is among us.
Messrs. Birmingham, Maybuce, Briggs
and Mulkin attended the Wabash District
Conference, which was held at Warren, In
diana, March 6, 7, and 8. After a
careful examination these young men
were licensed as local preachers of the
Methodist church. Messrs. Jensen, Michel

and Rasmusson were up for renewal of
license.
Carl Puterbaugh's mother of near Green
ville, Ohio, has been visiting "Put" and at
tending the Brasher meetings. Mrs. Puter
baugh is delighted with Taylor and says it
is the greatest place she has had the priv
ilege of visiting.
Mr. D. Joseph Imler preached for Mr.
Courtner at his Ohio appointment, Sunday,
March 4th. Mr. Imler was guided on his
mission by the careful attention of Puter
baugh and together they managed to bring
back a suit-case of home-made cookies.
All the student pastors of the Muncie
District, namely Pogue, Cook, Oliver and
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Caroll, plus Kenneth Maynard, were in at
tendance at the District Conference which
was held at Lapel, Indiana, the first of last
month. Maynard went through a hard ex
amination at the hands of the board, but
brought home his local license to preach.
At the Wednesday evening session Maynard
was asked to pucker and do that whistling
stunt, which he did very acceptably, and at
the close some preacher called out, "Mr.
Chairman, I move we give that fellow a
license to whistle."
At this session of the conference the only
young men who were recommended to the
annual conference for the course of admis
sion on trial were two former Taylor boys,
Mr. J. L. Williams and Mr. Fred Hill.
Dr. Ridout has been East on an extended
trip in the interests of the school.
Dr. Ridout has been east on an extended
D. Joseph Imler and Miss
Hold on now—it was only a birthday sup
per which was served in honor of the two
young people—nothing more serious than
that. Joe was just one-half of forty-six
but goodness knows, no one else does, how
old the honored lady may be. We are re
minded of that time-worn phrase, "skidoo"
when we think of the cake which Lana
Michel created and "Dumnorix" had to cut.
Not that it was a cake to flee from, but it
had a big 23 emblazoned upon its helmet
of icing. Many happy returns to the hon
ored guests, one of whom is 23.
Basil Osborne, who was called to his
home at New Brighton, Pa., by the sick
ness and death of his father, has returned
to school and will be with us during the
remainder of the year.
Miss Payton, of the Chicago C. E. I.,
visited Miss Lonergan and other friends the
first of last month.
The business manager of the Gem re
ports that the work on our school book is
coming along in fine manner. All the ma
terial is now in and has been sent to the
printer for the final work of arrangement.
The printing contract has been let to Mr.
Stephens of the Silent Evangel Associa
tion, and ere long we hope to be looking at
the book which will have "a back something
like the seat of a Ford touring car." We
can all come that near having a Ford and

should avail ourselves of the opportunity.
That was a good joke Mr. Hanson made
about the back of the Gem being somewhat
related to a "Lizzie", but the fact that the
Seniors added $26 to the cost price of their
book to get this imitation leather cover is
proof enough that they are going to put
out a Gem which will be worthy of our best
support. The subscriptions to date, how
ever, are not at all encouraging. Only one
hundred and seventy orders have been re
ceived from a student body of over three
hundred. Now students, get a card from
the Gem staff and sign up for a copy of the
book that will be worth twenty-five dollars
to you in years to come.
The Co-Eds sold over two hundred extra
copies of their issue of the Echo. This
money will be turned over to the Echo staff
and is surely a great help to the company
in the matter of finance.
Miss Marie Jones, of North Grove, Ind.,
spent a few days with Mrs. Seelig and fam
ily the first of the month.
"Chuck" and "Atty" Bragg are back in
school after having entertained the measles
for a few days.
After closing the meeting in the U. B.
church, Brother Zepp gave evangelistic as
sistance to the pastor of the Nazarene
church north of town.
Joe Arbona has been testing the lung ca
pacity of some of our young men here of
late. One would think that Maynard had
long since acquired the ability to sense
talcum powder, being in the king row of
engagement, but he fell heavy—blew hard
and pash—he was covered with Colgate's
best.
Mr. and Mrs. Peavy were called to Penn
sylvania during the spring vacation by the
serious illness of the professor's aged
mother.
The ice storm of March 13th proved
quite destructive to the trees on the cam
pus. To see the grounds as they are now,
one would think "the powers that be" had
decided to make a clearing of the place.
A grand and glorious vacation was given
to the student body on Thursday and Fri
day after examinations. Finals in all
classes for ail students were a hard grind
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for the student body and all felt that the
two days of rest would be fitting
and
proper. This sentiment was expressed by
the students in a petition which was signed
by nearly all. Of course there were some
"band wagon" mules—those who would
balk, no matter how sweet the music. These
fellows took great delight in making their
names absent on the request, but never-theless took great pleasure in the days of rest.
R. S. Brown and wife visited friends and
relatives at Orland, Indiana, a couple of
weeks ago. R. S. took a turn at school
teaching while away, one of the teachers
being absent on account of sickness.
Rev. Whybrew, a cousin of our lady
preacher, visited Taylor on March 15th and
conducted the devotional services in chapel.
Barton R. Pogue and Professor Westlake
went to Daleville on Friday, March 23,
where they gave a recital in Mr. Pogue's
church. The people seemed highly appre
ciative of the productions rendered and
asked at once for a return engagement.
A NEAR-TRAGEDY.
A mysterious air hovered over
bey house one night, as Miss Neff
turning home after spending the
with friends. The room, which

the Ab
was re
evening
she ex

"If you fellows will win four games out
of the seven of the Philo-Thalo series, I'll
give you a beefsteak supper," quoth gentle
Mr. Pogue, loyal Philo, manager of the Bask
et Ball League, official Taylor photographer,
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pected to find cheerful and light at her re
turn, was dark. As she ascended the stair
way the deep silence and gloom gave her
an uncanny feeling. She cautiously opened
her door, and the light from the hall re
vealed the form of a woman stretched out
upon the bed. The form was very quiet
and immediately she was full of tender
sympathy for her supposedly poor, sick
room-mate and hastened to her side to
render assistance. Alas! The form was
cold and stiff. All that was recognizable
of the late jolly and loving Miss Maston
was her dress and shoes. In terror Miss
Neff tried to find the door to escape from
this horrible tragedy, while terrifying
groans escaped her lips. With shaking
knees and faltering steps she at last
reached Prof. Cobb's door. She was unable
to say anything except a prolonged,
"Oh-o-o-o." But by observing the smiles of
the ladies present, she concluded it was
not so bad, and after a few minutes' search
found her poor room-mate smiling and in
the best of health, tucked away in Miss
Scharer's wardrobe. She was so relieved
to find her safe and well that she hadn't
the heart to do all the dreadful things she
threatened to do, before finding her, but
fell weeping upon her neck. And so, after
disrobing the pillowed and ghostly form,
they lived happy ever after.

and husband of Mrs. Pogue, to the Philo
first team. True to the promise, one Tues
day evening, the team was entertained at
Mr. Pogue's house in honor of their victory,
and, as it happened, in celebration of
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the host's birthday. To eat was—well, one
of the guests put it so—"We could hardly
get home, we ate so much."
During the evening, the conversation
turned to the methods of punishment in
youthful days, and K. Ayres remarked,
"I got mine with the base burner."
"Well," said the host, "You don't look
like a magazine stove."
"What kind are you?" asked another.
"Oh, I'm an 'Art Garland,' " was the reply.
From comments and looks, it is certain
that the hoys of the first team were "glad
all over" that they were the winners, and
that they had found the promised treat all
they had anticipated.
Rah! Rah! Philo!!
The last of the basket ball series between
the Philo and Thalo teams was a glorious
victory for the former, the score being 27
to 21. Throughout, the games were dis
tinguished by the greatest enthusiasm. The
rooters, gracefully poised upon window sills
and all available ledges, lustily cheered
their respective teams to victory.
Of the seven games scheduled, the Philos
won four.
All the players agree that Mr. Pierce
worked his hardest to have his team win.
The society games were the best that have
" been played this year. The teams of both
organizations deserve hearty commendation
/for the effort put forth to schedule some
exceptionally fine games.
The study of various forms of thought
expression has long been given quite serious
attention. Articles appear presenting the
forms of slang as a manifestation of our
inward struggle for poetic expression. Ob
serve the following exhibition of deep invo
lutions, convolutions, evolutions, deviations,
and variations of thought at the basket ball
games of the season:
"Kick 'em! Rotten! O, you umpire! Get
a saddle! Ride him to death! Hey, Henry,
put a little life in those fellows! Don't hug
him to death! This ain't no foot ball game!
Whatchuh you think you're playin', leap
frog ? Go to it, Sig, old kid, we're with you
all the time—play your head off. That's
fine—the way we all play. I couldn't do
better myself."

At this juncture, a piercing, yowling yell
is emitted at the observer's right auditory
passage, and presently he retires to the
haunts of peace and solitude to recover and
to meditate upon the strange workings of
the human brain (and tongue.)
Half past two on a Saturday afternoon,
and the gymnasium was deserted. The
curious "Wind" had pushed the window
sashes fretfully and then entered, for he had
come to view the girls' basket ball game,
scheduled for three o'clock. Being invisi
ble, he could—without injury. For half an
hour he whistled up and down the gallery.
Thinking to explore, he rattled at the door,
but lo! it was locked, so he settled behind
the chimney to wait. Presently, in came a
laughing, merry group of girls in basket
ball togs.
Soon the referee's whistle
sounded and the game was on. To and fro
between the lines the contest waged—now
a basket deftly tossed for the Philos' side,
now for the Thalos. They played with
much spirit, and the "Wind" grew so inter
ested that he whistled shrilly, but happily
unnoticed. The first half ended victorious
ly for the Thalos. Then all the players
grouped along the walls for intermission.
The atmosphere was chill; the stillness un
broken (for lack of breath); the galleries
were empty. Some way, there wasn't much
inspiration for the second half, and the girls
rose dispiritedly at the warning whistle of
the captain.
"Oh, for an incentive, even one lone man
in the gallery to cheer!" sighed the for
ward.
Up behind the chimney the uninvited, un
seen observer winked slyly.
Up went the ball—away to a forward—
into the basket. Up again and over the
line. The half was nearly ended and there
hadn't been slugging—except for one girl
hitting the ball a few times, and that
roused no interest or excitement.
Just two minutes were left and the game
almost a tie! At this point, the "Wind" be
came so excited that he completely forgot
himself, and, rushing to the railing, he
roared:
"Oo—o—o—o!!"
Then, seeing
consternation written on the faces turned
toward the gallery, he flew to the window
and away on his journey. And one girl,
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seeing nothing, sighed: "Oh, well—what's
the use?" And they did not even notice or
record the score—what difference did it
make ? Who cared ? Who got excited ?
Who cheered? Who appreciated?
BASKET BALL.
Basket hall's twenty-fifth anniversary
finds the game flourishing as never before
and crowding baseball and track athletics
for popular favor. It was just a quarter of
a century ago that the first match of basket
ball was played in Springfield, Mass., be
tween two class teams of the Y. M. C. A.
training school. The sport was introduced by
Dr. James A. Naismith, then of the Spring
field institution, but now of the University
of Kansas. It is estimated that at least a
quarter of a million persons now play
basket ball as members of regular clubs,
and the sport has spread all over the United

W. S. Dibert, better known as "Bill," is
preaching at
Sinking Springs, Ohio.
Miss Grace Yoacum is engaged in
deaconess work at Cleveland, Ohio.
Mr. and Mrs. Roy Ellinghouse are at El
lington, N. Y. They write that they
are very happy in their new home and that
their congregation has been very kind to
them.
Harley J. Moore is preaching at Bowersville, Ohio.
Miss Thersia Hunter is employed in a
doctor's office at Kokomo, Ind. She is also
taking a business course.
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States and Canada, and to Europe, South
Africa and the far east. In the early days
of the game there were as many as twenty
men on a side, but since 1896 there have
been five to a team. The rules have been
standardized of late years, and basket ball
in its improved form promises to become
the great American indoor sport.
The season at Taylor has been one of
interest. Although somewhat late, we are
reporting the Philo-Thalo series which
ended in victory for the blue and white.
The basket ball league became stranded
after the first game, which was played be
tween "The Giants" and "The Sons of Her
cules." Our lack of interest was due in
part to the late date of the league's start
and the on-coming revival meetings.
With spring so near at hand and the
arrival of the new "gym" apparatus the
boys have forgotten the inflated sphere and
have taken to tennis, wrestling and base
ball.

Mr. R. L. Tressler is attending Drew
Seminary at Madison, N. J. He expects to
complete his course in 1918.
At present
he is acting as a supply minister, but he ex
pects to take a regular charge in the near
future.
Stewart Stoke is employed in an automo
bile factory at Indianapolis.
Annabel Guy is teaching school at Rio
Grande, N. J. This is a point hut three
miles distant from Walter Oliver's home.
A recent letter from Mr. Bustamante in
formed us that he donned his "cap and
gown" Feb. 20, at Ohio Wesylan.
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Howard Mason is teaching in a country
school near Keystone, Ind.

During January and February, he and his
party were in New Brunswick, N. J.

Rev. Ezra Glendenning, who lives at De
catur, Ind., has three country charges, Mt.
Pleasant, Beulah Chapel and Salem. He is
doing very successful work in his ministry.

Misses Alice and Nanna Hanson are at
tending the Minot Normal School, Minot,
N. Dakota.

Fred Hill is pastor of the Whitley Church,
Muncie, Homer Kirk's former charge.
Charley Blooah is attending school at
Worcester, Ohio.
Miss Fern Chaney of Trinway, 0., is
critically ill with pneumonia.
Herbert Holmes, who attended school in
1915, writes that he spends his time look
ing at the Gem and wishing that he could
return to T. U. Mr. Holmes is living at
Wing, N. Dakota.
Miss Nora Hanson, Alice Eskes and Ade
line Stephenson are teaching school in the
Turtle Lake District, North Dakota.
Mr. Forrest Landgrabe is attending
school at Olivet University, Olivet, 111.
Mr. and Mrs. Paul Yeater have a little
daughter at their home in Michigan.
Miss Emily Strong is attending school at
the Cincinnati Bible Institute.
Mr. and Mrs. H. A. Davis are living at
Seiter's Point, Ind. Mrs. Davis, who was
formerly Miss Pickhardt, writes that they
enjoy their work at that place. A little
daughter arrived at their home in July.
Miss Lena Chalfant is teaching Latin,
English, Biology and U. S. History in the
high school at Proctorsville, Ohio.
She
writes that her brother, Homer, expects to
graduate from Drew in the spring.
Announcement has been received that Mr.
and Mrs. Joseph Coulter have a baby
daughter.
P. B. Fitch is preaching at Rhame, N.
Dakota. He is doing pioneer work, organ
izing and building up churches.
Dr. George Wood Anderson, a graduate
of Taylor University in 1898, is becoming
known nation-wide. For six weeks before
Christmas he conducted union services in
a large tabernacle at Springfield, Ohio.

Miss Nellie Ballschneider, who attended
T U. three or four years, ago, is now head
bookkeeper at the Belott Hardware Co. in
Merrill, Wis. Although she has been gone
for some time she still longs for T. U. We
all hope she will return for her college work
in the near future.
Mr. and Mrs. Charles T. Holcombe are
now* living at Watertown, N. Y. Mr. Hol
combe is the business agent of the North
ern New York Conference. Mr. and Mrs.
Holcombe were the first occupants of the
W. C. T. U. cottage.
That Rev. E. L. English is still interested
in Taylor is manifested by his request for
catalogues. He is located at Galien, Mich.
Miss Grace Ellinghouse expects to grad
uate from the Methodist Hospital at In
dianapolis this spring. Miss Edith Sauer
is also taking a nurse's course at that place.
Harley J. Moore, of the Academy class,
'16, believes in getting first hand news from
Taylor as was evidenced by the visit which
he paid us some time ago. Harley and
family were entertained at the home of C.
G. Cook. To prove that he is a Taylor
"booster" Mr. Moore brought with him Mr.
and Mrs. Lester Bradds who will be en
rolled as students in the spring term.
Guy Holmes has changed his place of
residence and is now located at Atlanta,
Texas. The churches which he is now serv
ing are strong Holiness organizations and
demanded a pastor who was not an or
ganizer of church suppers and fairs.
Word has been received from D. A.
Bloomster and wife to the effect that a
little girl, Ruth Irene, came to their home
on March 20th.
Frizz up your bangs, girls, and put on your
best smile, for there is a chance for every
one now. Miss Delia Brook, who we
thought would never get married, has done
the fatal act and is now making pies an'
cookies for Mr. Chas. Hicks, of Cabool, Mo.
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CHANT OF THE TERM "CRAMMERS."
N. 0. S.
To be sung to the tune of "Tenting
Tonight."
I
We're cramming tonight for those old
exams.
Give us water to clear
Our weary and befuddled brains
And memories dimmed with fear.

Dr Ellsworth David Wright, Professor
of Latin at Lawrence College, Appleton,
Wis., has invented several Latin games
which make the learning of declensions
and conjugations easy as well as amusing.
He has a great demand for these games
from all parts of the U. S. Perhaps T. U.
would do well to investigate.
Motto:
divine.

To flunk is human; to "get by,"

Chorus:
Many are the hearts that are weary
tonight,
Trembling for the direful morn.
Many are they who cram with all their
might,
Who always grind did scorn,
Cramming tonight, cramming tonight,
Cramming for those old exams.

Richard Cleveland, son of the former
president of Princeton University, has led
against fraternities in the school. He does
not object so much to the organizations,
but to the fact that 15% of the students are
humiliated by not being asked to join. His
work has been misunderstood by club
leaders, however, and a great deal of ex
citement has been stirred up. The matter
is worth watching.

II
We're cramming tonight for those old
exams;
And we'll be brave and true,
And all the flunks shall reign throughout
the school
By the might of pencils blue.

The Student Volunteer Convention for
Ky. was held at Berea, and the "Citizen"
gives a glowing report of the success of the
meeting.
One hundred delegates from
the various colleges were present and a
warm spirit of enthusiasm was manifested.

Chorus:

Many are the hearts, etc.—Ex.

The freshmen of the Sheridan High
School formed a club of the brightest and
most progressive algebra students. The club
is divided, and each Monday and Wednesday
night a contest is held_ They have chosen
for their motto, Ever S'rsve for Accuracy
and Rapidity."

The Lawrence trio won their first debate
of the season by defeating Beloit by a 2-1
decision in the Lawrence Chapel, March 2.
This was the fifth debate against Beloit,
the Lawrence team losing but one.
The University of Southern California
has abolished inter-class football by an offi
cial action of President Board. This action
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Some eastern newspaper has criticized
the college newspapers of the land. The
Reed College Quest reprints the editorial,
but fails to divulge the name of the critical
sheet:
"We realize that behind each of these
typographically erring sheets there stands
a group of extremely serious men who low
er their grades and lose their meals and
sleep over these very neglected issues," the
critic says in way of comment, and then he
asks himself what are the results. Of
course, he is able to answer his own query
or he would not have asked and he goes on

glibly, "A little practice which a week's
employment in a country daily would
equal; a little fame among associates whose
approbation is not worth ten cents at best;
a paper which a very few people read and
fewer appreciate, and besides this a vast
deal of unpaid labor, of trying eye strain,
of expense in time and money."
This poor editor no doubt had very little
to do or he would not have displayed his
ignorance in such a bold manner. As a
whole the college publications of our country
rank far ahead of the average small news
paper in literary style, originality and
neatness. He is again mistaken in regard
to the poor grades of those who run college
papers, the loss of sleep and meals, the
strained eyes and expense in time and mon
ey. Most college papers are run on a sys
tematic basis that enables the students to
perform their work without being cramped
in any way.
The college newspapers are doing a great
work in spite of the protest from the east
ern journal. The college paper has served
to instil real college spirit among the stu
dents, to bind the alumni to their alma
mater in a way that could not otherwise be
accomplished, and to encourage and develop
literary talent. The college newspaper has
won its place in school activities, and will
continue to serve the college that it repre
sents.

Prof. Peavy in Biology: "Mr. Anderson,
could you tell me how peanuts grow?"
Mr. Anderson: "I am not sure, profes
sor, but I think they grow on trees."
Prof. Peavy: "I thought you knew."

Mr. Asplin: "There are a lot of girls
who never intend to marry."
Miss Maston: "How do you know?"
Mr. Asplin: "I have proposed to several
of them."

grew out of the numerous injuries received
by the players during the past three years.
A large crowd attended the Fiftieth An
niversary of the founding of West Virginia
University at Morgantown, W. Va., in
March. Many speakers told of the wonder
ful growth of the university during the
fifty years.
Goshen College, Goshen, Indiana, has en
tered on a campaign to raise $200,000 as
an endowment fund. The Goshen people
believe that the college is a help to the
community. Now they have a chance, to
show their appreciation by contributing
liberally.
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Miss Haberman in Latin class: "Mr.
Gilbertson, give an example of the degree
of difference."
Mr. Gilbertson: "The boy is five feet
taller than his father."
Miss Haberman: "Where is your degree
of difference?"
Mr. Gilbertson: "In their height."
Miss Conossen in writing a Latin sen
tence wrote boy as puerarum.
Miss Haberman: "What kind of a boy
is that?"
Miss Snyder: "It must be a torn-boy."
Miss Neff in Physics class: Prof. Peavy,
I understand that all right, but I can't tell
it in plain English.
Prof. Peavy: Can you tell it in German?
Miss Neff, somewhat embarrassed: I'll
try.
Prof. Munro: What was the point of
view in that paragraph, Mr. Norveile?
Red Norveile: What was the question?
Prof. Munro: I thought I saw your hand
raised.
Red: I was just scratching my head.
Did you hear about the librarian getting
"soaked"? If you did not, ask Barnett.
Paddy: I can't see what they wanted to
fumigate the library for.
Harm: Maybe it was to kill the book
worms.
All laughed but Paddy, and the cruel
punster adds consolingly: Never mind,
Paddy, you can keep out.
Mr. Murphry did not think when he came
to Taylor that he would find a relative, but
he has found his niece—though he spells
her differently.
Miss Trotter: Miss Phillips, did you
know that in Polish "Hunka doosie" means
darling ?
Miss Phillips: Is that why they call
Polocks "Hunkies"?
Miss Searer: Doesn't that candy look
good?
Mr. Bush: Yes. Let's just stand here
and look at it.
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Mr. Bushey was being urged by the
girls to complete the plumbing in the new
dorm. "How would you like to wash, with
half a dozen others, under one little stream
of water?" he was asked.
"I don't wash under a little stream." Miss
Smith volunteered, "I got me a dish pan."
Mr. Patterson (mistaking the hair brush
for the mirror): Say! I certainly do need
a shave.
Two thousand years from now what will
be the relics of the present age?
Pearl Peters: The Fords!
A Postoffice Romance.
Friendship, N. Y.
Love, Va.
Kissimmee, Fla.
Ring, Ark.
Parron, Ky,
Reno, Nev.
—Exchange.
Mr. Bench: Professor, I can see why the
words speech and nation are feminine in
Latin.
Prof. Habermann: Why so, Mr. Bench?
Mr. Bench: Women always have the last
word.
Prof. Habermann: Huh! you must be a
hen-pecked husband!
Mr. Jenkins admits at breakfast that he
is perfectly willing for some young lady to
take care of him. Here's a chance, Co-eds!!
Mr. Cooke had his heart "Pierced!"
Mr. Hogle was detained from getting
home promptly one night, by a wrangle
with one of the opposite sex. During one
of his night-mares later, he sat up in bed
and said, "Well, Hess, it's just this way—
if a fellow is sick he doesn't feel well."
Miss Brantingham's favorite expression:
"True as steel", (Steele).
Standing in front of the bird house one
night talking to Miss Teed, Mr. Williams
was heard to say: Well, I liked the rest
of the supper all right, but I just couldn't
eat those pills. (They were lentils.)
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OSTEOPATHY
A S IT S E E M S TO ME
Is a system of healing using manipulations for the purpose
of correcting structural or mechronical defects of any part of
the human body, thus relieving pressure upon nerves, blood
vessels and muscles and liberating the natural remedial
foiees within the body.
Diet, hygiene, exercise, baths, and in fact
all natural means are also used. Osteopa
thy uses scientific manipulation to readjust
the body structures. It is not a narrow
system of healing, only good for a few
things, or only good for the bones as has
been so often told, but a broad system of
theropeutics capable of treating the general
run of human ills, whether functional or
organic, acute or chronic, with remarkable
results, because it is based upon the fundamental principles
underlying the life and health of the body. It is applied
anatomy, physiology, and common sense.
If your Auto gets out of order you take it to a good
mechanic and describe to him its symptoms and using these
as his guide he soon arrives at the source of the trouble. So
it is with Osteopathy, from the symptoms the cause is found,
and the cause being removed, restoration of health is the
natural result.

Amos W. Tindall
Masonic Temple

Phone 608

Hartford City, Ind.

Graduate of the American School of Osteopathy.
See Dexheimer for your next photos

Photos by Dcxheimer executed in the most artistic manner

The best advertisement for
anything is a satisfied user.
That's why Clothcraft would
be popular even if we didn't
advertise in the papers.

Golden Eagle
Gas City

Upland

A Theological Seminary of the Methodist Episcopal Church. Established 1855.
Opportunity for self help. Campus of Northwestern University. Four Quarter
Year. For Bulletin with Views write President Charles M, Stuart, 350 Memorial
Hall, Evanston, Illinois.

Quality Superior Finish at Dexheimer's

Exceptional values in artistic photos at modern prices—Dexheimer

Attention Students:

DR. H. S. JEFFREY
Phone 362

Upland, Ind.

I have moved my shoe repair shop to the
room one door east of the Monitor Office, on
Washington St. Don't forget the place.
Quality of work and prices guaranteed.
"Quality Shoe Shop." Ben Bradford, Prop.

ISN'T IT WONDERFUL?
Try us and convince yourself
splendid tailoring we can do.

of

SHOES
of known quality

the

FOR LADIES

Queen Quality Shoes
$3.00, $3.50 and $4.00

Suits Made to Your Measure.
Cleaning, Pressing, and Altering done to
suit the customer.
Our location is one door north of Holmes
Grocery.

FOR MEN

W. L. Douglas Shoes
$3.00, $3.50 and $4.00
Only at
A. DICKERSON.

F. P. PARKER,
Merchant Tailor.

THE COLLEGE MAN'S PEN
Because it meets the exacting requirements
of college work.
1.
2.

Will not leak— can be carried anywhere in any position.
Writes as soon as the point touches the paper—no coaxing.

3.

Easy to fill—no inky pen end to unscrew.

1

y

For Sale at College Dookstores
and by Druggists, Jewelers and
Stationers Everywhere

Dr. Appleman, the Optician
Over Twenty Years Successful Practice.
Consultation Free.
University Addition.

DR. G. W. SWEIGART
Dentist
Hartford City, Ind.

Trueblood Laundry
"The Laundry that Knows How"
FLOYD BARNETT
Local agent
University Addition

Upland, Ind.

0. E. HOLMES
Groceries and Notions
The Store that appreciates
Your Trade
University Addition
Phone 334

formfit COLLARS
are curve cut to fit the
shoulders perfectly
Cluett, Peabody &CCo: Inc.Atakirs

Exclusive styles of Fine Frames at Dexheimer's

Exceptional values in artistic photos at modern prices—Dexheimer
The Largest Stock

Your friends can buy anything you might
give them, except your photograph

The Leading Jeweler

THE LARRIMER ART SHOP

Eyes Tested—Glasses Fitted

at Marion is a good place to go. We have
photographed hundreds of Taylor students,
and pleased them.
Ask for our special T. U. rate.

DR. C. C. FARRIS
Marion, Ind.

—

NELSON STUDIO
For Photography of all Kinds
Panoramas and Framing
Your patronage highly appreciated
Phone 634
Hartford City, Ind

W. A. HOLLIS, M.D.
Diseases and Surgery of the Eye, Ear, Nose
and Throat—Glasses Fitted
Office and Hospital at 214 High St.,
Hartford City.

MENS AND BOYS
CLOTHING,
HATS, CAPS,
SHOES, ETC,
FURNITURE & RUGS

APPLEMAN, THE TAILOR
Specialist on Men's Clothes
Cleaning, Pressing, Repairing.
Ladies'
work solicited.
University Addition.
Don't fail to see Vickery

THE UNIVERSITY BARBER
First-class Work
Prices right

Razors honed

WOMENS READY
TO WEAR GARMENTS,
SPECIAL DISCOUNTS GIVEN
TO TAYLOR UNIVERSITY STUDENTS

Fellow Students
If it is Athletic Goods, Notions, Confec
tionery, or General Student Supplies you
need, go to the

CAMPO
We are doing a fair honest business, on a
strictly cash basis.
Your trade is solicited.

A. C. LEE, Prop.
MARION HARDWARE CO.
Fifth and Washington Sts.

MILLINERY,
DRY GOODS.

GLOVES. NECK WEAR

The only place in Upland where
you can get
Fleischman's Yeast.
The kind which makes such love
ly Bread, Biscuits and Buns
Fish and Oysters
Heinz Pickles
Phone 991

F. E. BRODERICK
Upland, Ind.
Fresh and Salt Meats.

BUTLER MUSIC CO.

Everything in Hardware

of Marion, Ind.

Draper & Maynard Base Ball, Football,
Basketball, Tennis, Full line of Sporting
Goods.
Better Good3 For Less Money.

furnishes most all the pianos for

Quality

Service

Taylor University.

You'll not be disappointed at Dexheimer s

Have your Graduation Ph otos made by Dexheimer
DR. ALVIN STOUT
Phones
Residence, 924.

Office, 951.

Upland, Ind.
R. H. WILLIAMS

Piano Tuning and Surgery
Formerly with Baldwin Piano Co. oi Chicago and J. EUery Johnson
of Columbus, 0.

DR. HARRY E. GRAVELLE
University Dentist
Residence Phone 863

Office 952

"Shaker-Knit"
Sweaters
In any color or combination of
colors, V-neck, or button, abso
lutely pure wool, can be seen at
our Store. We can take your
order on anything special and
deliver it from ten days to two
weeks.
We are the agents for the
Shaker people, in this district
and as such we are able to quote
you the extremely low price of
$7.00 on these sweaters.
L1EBER HARDWARE COMPANY,
Hartford City, Ind.

The las Who Knows
L,OIVG'S
Quality Cleaners and Dyers
Who Clean Everything Absolutely
Send Work by Parcel Post.
Main Office, 120 W. 3rd St.
The Works, 516-18 W. 10th St.
Marion. Ind.

;ctiPAP£ SAFETY
PUSHBUTTON KNIFE
PushVXjO BRE^N60r**et:H "A'LS
the
Buttou.
Blade opens.
The Safety Slide
locks the button

SAFETY
LOCK

Watch this space for

MONTHLY SPECIALS

January Special
The new Taylor Pennant-Calendar
made of felt, of Taylor colors
PULL LINE OP ATHLETIC AND PELT GOODS

A. M. Taylor
Agent for Saturday Evening Pout, Ladies' Home
Juurnal and Country Gentleman.
Room 16 Sammy Morris

Phone, Dining Dal
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